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eyes as they looked out so calmly under their heavy
lids! . . . The falseness! That Judith had tried
to alienate the children! John loved her. That
was not Judith's fault. And he was uneasy with
his mother. He knew, as children always know,
that she did not in her heart care for him. Or did
she care? Who could tell for whom she cared?

* Look, Judith, how blue the Lake is! There
is not a ripple.*

Yes, she had thought that she had got her way,
and that in a week Judith would be gone. She was
wrong. As they approached Keswick the air was
rich with the scent of the summer flowers. July
and August are the bad months for this country.
There is rain, everything is heavily green without
variety. But days come like this one when all the
trees, larch and birch and fir and oak, are so deeply
shadowed and so highly lit that fire runs from
stem to stem, melting into cloud and climbing into
swift eddies of green smoke. If only there are
clouds in the sky the hills lie waiting to receive
the shadows that slip like birds from shoulder to
shoulder. The clouds have a great richness in
this month, so proudly filled with white light
that they quiver with their intensity, throw-
ing paths of ghostly radiance on to the Lakes
that are blue, here and there ruffled darkly like
tarnished silver. On such a day the richness of
the English scene, when the hay burns in the,
nostrils and every cottage garden has the dusky
odour of snapdragon and sweet-william, is im-
mortal. One summer's day is enough for memory
to be enriched for ever.